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•1 Christen You 



Listen to me as ‘1 guide my hand 
and touch die shin of your hack 
which has nodes Q don’t know of- 
Cisten tv my voice as it tries tv reconcde the fact ofth 
with the fact of your presence, 
and shad we drink 
from a broken cup, die kind 
dxat sits between each and each 
and a d and ad? 

‘1 prod, ‘1 revise, 1 rest 

in die trees, die spaces between 

and in knowing dxat die die spaces obscure 

somediixxg distinct, 



‘1 pray, ‘1 must remember this 
as 9 cart my being into the etber 
through sifent words- 

unassuming 
but not duff. 91 hiss 
begins a rapture orpunctuates 
the rhythm of sihence, 
and so it is what Q woufd choose to do, 
the conceahment that standsproud in fabor 
or sheep- no way of knowing 
die meaning you see 
in my hips pressed to you, 
just the insistence that 
transhation wihh happen 
regardhess. ‘The sacred knees 
are sacred trees, touching or not 
touching. The air arches in die space between- 

case by case, it differs. 

Q speak words of ease, 
onhy to buttress the thrownness 
of your heart. (Indistinct warmd 
whether it means a hick or not. 

‘Humidair surrounds die visitations, 

nothing seems cahcuhated (But in your form 
9 wihh fasten mysehfto an unruhy devotion, 
hoosening everything, 
andreahizing die thread 
forever unwinds. 

The (hhohy of‘Hohies stays 

even if its echo is fleeting. 



Embodiments 

“1 am in the orbit of you,” 

1 do say under die heaviness of wish, 

dampened in-the-body-ness 

thatprobabhy doesn’t move, 

wish under the canopy 

mouthed in secret, 

or shipped through dark 

fust to push space ahong 

the factory of this cave, 
spruce of the thrust, 
fahlen trees in the center, 
and sores to go with it- 
but here is my evenness. 

1My waist is the f nestpoint 
under ghass, if Q couhd make it 
behieve its sef-containment, 
hike die midions of waists 
that make me quicken, 

under the weight 
of wish,past reverie 
in die making, [earning 
to hove my junk, 
powerhess in die roughened 
cast, my ghow inert, 
die onhy way is into die vauht. 

11ea rned to hove my ass ho he, 
a door, stankhouse andforcefehd 

‘1 reach die outer-rim 



and fake life that is what’s best. 

It’s without telos, 

takes its own meat hostage, 


Can ’t we know that the contents 
of our fives are sometimes predigested, 
uniform shadow, edged rough, 
best (eftffushed, 
fake a cock, fake cheeks 
embarrassed or flattered? 


Q can’t touch that which emits die odor 

hut 1 can feel its power of being a space within. 


Echoes fad in die trees, 
stubborn swelling, 
heart vigilant. 








~Woven and Tinned^ 

Llnderneadi die rugged ceding, 
take me under or over, 
die kiessing woven into breads, 
take die care ofwkistiing betts- 

de wortd yietds to die surface 
of damp interiors - 
ait diat is drowned is raised 
CEverydiing is instated now 

anddat can’t ke good 
Tfie fabric of our skirts 
is not new or excessive 
as we beat eacti oder 

in die open corner. 

“Finger my ass 
and rub my baits 
and tickie my perineum 

as 0 (ay kere widout fitter, 
widout moisture. 

Listen to die absence 
of ways tv describe die crash 



or die harvest dat we don’t want. 


"TitCe Unknown ~ 


What to cad myseff- 
it’s kike following a fane, 
guided by a hand i n die edier 

a humor, as in a humor in die body, 
the souC, good humor- what makes this 
as such? ‘Ad the vibrant company 

dat wads die streets now, 

mortification otdy as a kink, or woufdpropose 

it as such, betting the humors radiate. 

Q hofdonto die raifing- 

‘1 don’t hook depart so dis growing group 
may even he wary of me, or indifferent. 

‘1 am not in die wrong body- 

it’sjust dat most of us 
have not made die body 
right- not a matter of feanness, 

more a matter of dis unduCating set 
of rippfes,pfeasure- die heavens are exafted- 
jouissance congregated where it usuady does 

but my hands roaming more, do need 
to cadmyseff someding- but de worfd 
is growing hotter. The worfd is so idustrious 



in its fo reboding. The heat inc reases day by day 
and who am ‘1 to say 




Tve made a dent in this caff tv discipfine- 

can’t hammer- it won’t do anything. 

Qfound a space inside ojme- 
dxen ‘1 settfed into my hones again- 
now 1 wad the fine 

between ho me and host. 



‘Awake 


My may. Like a scarredpiece offfesh, it is the surface of the truce between wish and surrender. 

1 think about my times when d was entering my teen years, in that nest of a luxury bote broom, 
when the drawbridge woufd rhydmicaffy be efevated and Cowered There were timeframes when 
die transit coufd happen, and time frames when there woufd be a wait. (But this is not drawn on 
a may. 

It was die waiting, the naked body, with new curbs, and die erection occurring rhythmicady. d 
woufdstiltfee fguilty even after being consofed thatprevious year, because ‘1 woufd start to rub 
myseff until d afmost coufd refieve myseff Lor fear of mess, for fear of die next moment, d 
woufd hofd it in at first. The stream woufd commence in strange cfouds, and d had been geared 
up for diat moment byyicturing die fide and forbidden. d thought of dings dat dfeef are just 
remnants of eider caricaturedyeninsufas or a great ember ofde obfong. 

d rubbed in circfes bike someone woufd do ifdey have a cfitoris. d coufd not befieve dings were 
changing. d neverf eft d was to interact wid any ofdis. My mind, fxatedon cfimax. Just 
anoder session. Tm always missing depoint- to meet die styfe wid anoder cue. (But die beast 
of my brash insistence is die singfe minded bend. Just my whofe hand now, drumming up 
drough a valuedset of strokes some kind of emergence. The beast of my singfe hand d have put 
it in a toy and realized just how fovefy a command drust coufd be. d want die best of 
insistence, but still cannot find die missing piece dat bets me savor a new moment. d drust my 
yefvis, d rotate it as ifdiere were a weight upon it. The dear form of appetite and obedience. d 
am needing de sanctuary ofdis sand 

My beffy juts ford as Q suck in de space above die base. 1 want to refease myseff, *1 want to 
race into die distance and die awe ofstillfading die sky. My fips are tightfy seabed and my 
bread is a fittfe bitforcefiffy strained dt is bike de performance of dance, d stretch my begs and 
bring deni togeder, pounding at my anomafy. The best of me is swimming drough die 
aversion to environment, ddeasffter, even driven by ego. The spasms begin and dey dodge die 
factory. They are tempos and hints. And as itfIters drough die canals, die meter passes into 
die collision of stark imbafances. Meeting die scent of stamina, a great surrender begins to 
unfofd, and die anomafy of die organ meets die anomafy of a brash rupture. A balance is met, 
betwee n die da rk and die ve rtical 



‘And then aff becomes stiffen, or even hiffy. Something is rescued, although it is coated in a 
feeding that is yrobabfy mediatedby culturedboundaries. (Rest, die down time, a serenity that 
runs fays after having been in a body that has done the same thing. (Bashing in the remnant of 
day. d never fet go of this, but d could never grab onto sharedecstasy, d never want tv show 
devefoy merit tv oderyeoyfe. dt is die strangest of my afflictions. 

(But you cannot exyose reality as a drawbridge, but an ocean, and die grave f is onfy swelling tv 
go afong with die massive tried, not tv test us. We haveyavedover the band. T he water is 
surrounding die bridge. (M ay we swim instead of waiting? 









■Stiff CPoint■ 


When 1 cum 

the static chinas to nothing 
when “2 cum 

diagonaf tilt becomes normaf 

when 1 cum 

the course hits its apex 

fife it does for the next person 

a tent horn from avarice 

hut dissolving itseff in die spatiaf 

tempfe, more or fess a private incantation, 

Shekinah horn in a waif. 

‘1 moan just so ‘1 can hreadie, 
and feave a mess 

in die underwear that afready smeds 
of my swea ty ass. “Darkened in die tomh 
hut horn in foose constraints, 

‘1 am numh hut stiff aching 
to he fucked. “My hardness 
is a mountain in secret wads, 
taken into die quiet affrmation- 

that it wid he among me 
for die time being. 











~'The (Driving (Forces ~ 

Ffe came, 
fie moaned, 

and fie was stiff a fie. 

Qs mascufinity defined by adhesion? 
h feefgood and rfien hfeef 
ofay in this shirt, thesepants, sofid, 
unharmedperson; 

can’t say 1 ever wantedmuse fe. 
hfeef fife a man’s man would caff me 
padietic if1 was seen cur fed up, 
fetal position, engrossed in die depths 
of time, nursing the piercing immediacy, 
afraid to move. 

1 savor things and that is not a crime. ‘My stomach and thighs 
are not irrefevant if‘l want to cum. (But what does this mean 
in the street, aff the recognition carved around respect- 
humanity supposed to he recognizedby defauft 
with sir and ma’am; to refute woufdhe fife year round 
“i don’t cefebrate Christmas.” 

(Basically my being has afways reverberated 

and 1 feef fife 1 am a man or a woman in contrast 

to whatever presence pierces me, and 

fnowing this 0 mafe peace with the she and he 

that are shades, now that Q fnow 

that these are deep roots, 

the basement or Cjodexpressed 







in the Cower worfds. 


The reason 1 say this 
is toflid a hand 
in time, in the fluctuations 
ofpopufation. 

The airpo rt has several co ncourses, 

and many gates. You don’t have to understand, 

you just have to see, to breathe. 












~ r hfowness~ 

“Andwe’ve reacheddiepoint 

on these cbods, moving through the cbouds 

where we no Conger reach into die memory of triumph, 

the fountain of what coubd have been- 

a fight shines, dubious and confounding, 
and the ground is bevebeddifferentby. 

The drinking gourdwhistbes, 
baritone but resonant. 

1Bodies resume,phrases bike tin cans, 
each day crawfing underneath the sun- 
die subjectivity is tabbed, masks chisebed 
to book bike a face, “you’d eat a stranger’s ass 

but can’t deaf with pubes,” burning paper 
on tiie sibent sea. We wibdbook upon this as such 
an oyster of a time, if we are not in an eguab oyster, 
if we are in a time at ad. 

Ad of the bights to resuscitate me, 
the ba nd of cbear mo rning 
in this stid tempbe, where diefossibs vibrate 
in incan tatio ns, a rms fo rever exte nded 


into the chamber of steeped contact. 



~Tluid~ 


My skin is not smooth 
hike your’s, 

my hair in Cocks hut not in excess. 

H couCcC think of you as another 
or Q couCd think of you as a seCf 
or a seCf desired. 

The stars have names 
and that’s what keeps me from speaking. 
Q cannot teCC 
if‘1 am an exiled person, 
peering into the window- 
or if some cjuafity of another type 
has always dweCt in me- 
cradded not on 
hut in my Cap. 

1 Cong for something 
that does not eCude me- 
hut my iA-Cter, my You, 
is what keeps me at the 
spot where 1 remain. 

‘It is not onCy that- 

the One who is 

above these su faces- 

d hear from above 

that 1 am aCready in the space 

Q need to he. 



My Cap 
contains force 



and it does not ma tter 
if it is not the sa me 
as die carrier- 
anchored in me 
is something that coufd he. 

1 do not hnow 
what names me 
as bodies 
are said 

tv no Conger name us. 

Q inhafe enough 
and eat without shame 
and file die machinery 
thatjp fugs us in, 
die body indicates itseff. 

We can never be inside 
and we can never be outside- 
andno matter flow much of a crest 
1fad into, 

die fife is afways in die rest, 
die work is afways in the return. 
Can this be a bfight 
as 0 stand in a watchful doorway, 
as 0 fife tv cad it? 

‘1 am using my body 
tv be untv itseff 
as it hasn’t quite before- 
die smoother my tvrso is- 
die fovefier even my own hands 
feef gfiding across. 

1 stand far away, 

facing die words between die words, 
















not ready for tfie noise 
that Curbs if‘1 don’t know 
how Q got tv he this way. 


There is a thread-hike softness 
that Q need, 
along with the houCder 
d became 

when 1 discovered Q could draw honey 
from a rocb. 

‘Andthe stirrups 

that a re needed tv bring 

so many things through the world- 

they are not tv be assigned 

if no one can claim the same essence. 

The years spiral 
and 1 hold this feeling- 
filing and emptying myself 
in different ways- 
a new bind of texture 
that holds fast against 
the storied bur dens- 
stigmas that never touch 
a holy shore. 

Hfght and perhaps it isfrstfor myself- 
loobing at the ground 
but willing tv be open 
if this vessel permits. 

‘1 see in you a beauty that 
may be contained in my flesh, 
not just what builds me up, 
what gives me bliss- 
but what 
gives me breath. 











Garrett Johnson 

I used to think my art was not 
relevant because I was a 
college dropout who wasn't 
working or f@&$ing, but then I 
worked some grueling jobs, 
turned gay for myself, and now 
I'm withdrawing from my 
classes. Full circle and then 
some! Almost everything I've 
made since 2012 is gold to me 
now. 
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